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The frolicsome smile of the fire lighted up the dark
figures around it, while the voices of the people merged
contemplatively with the quiet crackle and rustle of the
flames.
Sophia told them about the struggle of the peoples of
the whole world for their right to life, about the German
peasant uprisings of long ago, the misery of the Irish, and
the heroism of French workers in their frequent battles
for freedom	
Here in the woods clad in the velvet of night, in this
little clearing walled in by trees, canopied by the dark
sky, lighted by the fire, encircled by wondering, hostile
shadows, a tale was told of events which had shaken the
world belonging to the mean and well-fed. The names of
fighters for truth and freedom were mentioned, and one
by one the peoples of the earth filed past, weary and
bloody from battle.
The woman's voice was low and husky. It seemed to
come out of the past, raising the hopes and inspiring the
confidence of these men, who listened in silence to this
tale of their brothers in other lands. As they gazed into
Sophia's pale thin face they had a clearer understanding
of the sacred cause of all the peoples of the world: the
endless struggle for freedom. They found that their own
dreams and aspirations had been those of unknown races
living in the distant past, separated from the present by
the dark and bloody curtain of history. With their hearts
and minds they made contact with the vast world, finding
therein friends who were united in their firm resolve to
establish justice on the earth, sanctifying this resolve with
the suffering they endured and the blood they shed for
the sake of a better life. A new sense of spiritual affinity
with all peoples was kindled, and a new heart was born
to the world—a heart pulsing with the ardent desire to
know everything, to comprehend everything.
"The day will come when the workers of all countries
will rise up and say, 'Enough! We have had our fill of
such a life!'" said Sophia confidently. "Then the unsub-

